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The Double 
 
She opens her eyes under a sky crowded with clouds. It looks, she thinks, looks 
like a child’s drawing. She watches the plump clouds drift sluggishly and 
becomes aware that the lower half of her body is submerged in cold water. The 
upper half is lying on wet grass. The hair on the back of her head and the fabric 
on her back are cold as the earth beneath. 
She knows that they are the neighbour’s white ducks around her, 
although she does not understand exactly where she is. She suspects that she is 
too old to be lying on the ground like this, being past middle age, but the birds 
do not seem to mind. Some are squatting on the grass near her head; others 
glide on the water near her immersed legs. Occasionally they flap rowdily or 
open their orange beaks and let out bleak noise.  
When she turns her head in the sodden grass, she sees a silent 
contraption right next to her, which she recognises as a pump. A hose trails 
from one side of the pump into the large puddle—almost a small lake—in 
which her legs are submerged. A hose connected to the other side of the pump 
crosses the grass on which she is lying and ends beneath an old barbed wire 
fence. She twists her head on the wet lawn to follow the line of the hose there. 
There are paddocks beyond the fence that are almost completely flooded. The 
water is still and dark. 
Mustajärvi. The word comes to her. Fear slows her breath, and she feels 
the cold of the water and the earth as if it is inside her. She cannot recall what 
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the word means, but she sees a forest lake, cavernous and unmoving, 
funnelling into its black depths the encircling conifers and a steely sky. She 
remembers an outcrop of granite, an old jetty and the flailing limbs of two pale-
skinned boys as they jumped. She recognises them as her older brothers, Kalle 
and Risto, both so young—though they were eighteen and sixteen by then—
and both long gone now. She sees their white bodies shatter the black mirror of 
the lake. Immediately they are sucked below. 
She tilts her head to see the world around her again. There is no forest 
here. There are neighbouring houses to the left and right, separated by more 
untidy wire fencing. Behind her are the submerged paddocks and, on a rise in 
the distance beyond the water, a sprawl of new houses. She makes out the tall 
and unruly silhouettes of some eucalypts. 
The left side of her body feels as if it has been anaesthetised. She rolls 
onto her right side, leans on her elbow, and curls her legs out of the puddle. 
She gets to her feet on the damp grass, but when she tries to walk she stumbles 
and splashes back into the water, like a child. She is even wearing red 
gumboots. The ducks flee in a chaos of flapping and squawking beneath the 
wire fence and into the neighbouring yard. The noise hurts her head, and she 
closes her eyes. 
She sees the sky above the black lake teeming with pale birds. The world 
is filled with the sound of their screeching. The vision reminds her of something 
terrible. She panics and tries to say something, but then she hears her mother’s 
voice. It is almost a whisper: Puhuminen on hopeaa, vaikeneminen on kultaa. She 
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cannot remember what the phrase means, but she recalls how the words—or 
perhaps it was her mother’s voice—were always a comfort. 
She opens her eyes and steadies herself in the puddle. In front of her is 
a single-storey brick house. She walks clumsily out of the muddy water, her 
clothes and hair sopping. Her left leg is cumbersome, and her left arm is almost 
numb at her side. Her face feels lopsided. She makes her way over a soggy lawn 
to the back porch, pulls open the screen door and staggers through the laundry 
and into the kitchen. 
On the wall beneath the telephone there is a calendar with a picture of a 
monolithic church mounted on top of a series of massive stone steps. The 
church is flawlessly white against a pristine blue sky. Beneath the image are 
rows of numbered but otherwise blank boxes. She moves over to the calendar 
and squints at the empty squares. 
It is as if the clouds finally drift out of sight, and the sky is clear. Staring 
at the calendar, she understands that it is an unremarkable weekday in 
November, a month free of reminders or medical appointments. Her head is 
tender, and the left side of her body still feels strange: as if she has lost half of 
herself. Nevertheless she knows things again—perhaps too many things. 
Her brother’s widow sent her the calendar of Finnish landmarks last 
Christmas. Risto’s widow sent something every year, even though Risto had 
died half a lifetime ago. At the age of twenty-six, he drank himself to death 
under a stone bridge, the river frozen and the snow blanketing all sound. The 
police had not been able to find him for weeks, until the weather warmed as 
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spring approached and the snow and ice began to thaw. Risto’s death had 
everything to do with that of their older brother, even though Kalle had died a 
decade earlier. 
A familiar feeling of dread slowly rises from her stomach. She wonders, 
not for the first time, what Risto’s widow knows. Certainly, on the rare 
occasions that she has responded to one of the woman’s letters, she has never 
told her anything. She wonders, too, why Risto’s widow—someone she had 
never met—continues to send her things from her homeland. All she has ever 
wanted, since she left Finland for Australia when she was eighteen, is to leave 
the past behind. 
The image on the calendar is the Suurkirkko in Helsinki, a church in 
which she had never been. Immaculately white, it looks nothing like those 
churches she had known. She remembers the old wooden building out in the 
country where she had attended the funerals of her father, then Kalle, and 
finally her mother, before leaving death behind. She had not returned for 
Risto’s funeral. 
She remembers the aged pastor who had buried each member of her 
family, and the way his hand had trembled when he raised the chalice of wine 
towards the dark ceiling. He was just a poor man, observing the burial of all 
those other men and women—so many of them—the voluminous earth having 
room for everyone. Indeed, by now he had undoubtedly joined them. 
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She has always found it best not to think about such things. Puhuminen 
on hopeaa, vaikeneminen on kultaa. She hears her mother’s soft voice again, but 
she understands the phrase this time. Speech is silver, silence is gold. 
Leaving the calendar she hobbles around the kitchen bench and towards 
the sink. A cup of coffee, she thinks, might help. There is a cluster of dirty 
vegetables on the bench near the kettle where her husband had deposited them, 
like the catch of a misguided cat, before leaving for work at the building site. 
He was always digging things out of the earth—potatoes or turnips from his 
vegetable garden, often before they were ready—and bringing them inside. 
She had enough of all that, growing up on the farm. After their exile 
from Karelia and after the war, her parents—with Kalle then only two years 
old—had been resettled by the Finnish government on a farm surrounded by 
resentful neighbours. They had never farmed a day in their life, but they 
learned to harvest potatoes for the table and sugar beet for the marketplace. 
There had been pigs, cows and chickens, as well as a horse for the tilling. In 
winter the creatures had been enclosed in a barn, out of the snow, out of death’s 
litter. 
She sees the forest on the edge of the farmland, the branches of the 
conifers clotted with snow, and the undulating earth of the farm clamped in 
white. She sees her father sitting in front of the wood stove in the kitchen, 
drinking. He has just shot one of the pigs for Christmas. How he always 
struggled with it after his time on the front: the gunshots and their echoes. Her 
mother is outside in the snow somewhere, taking care of the carcass.  
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She and her brothers, still children, have been forbidden by their mother 
to leave the house. They have also been sent upstairs, banished from the 
kitchen. Ole hiljaa, their mother would say—be quiet—whenever their father 
started talking about the war. They knew by then that their parents had lost 
their families to Stalin’s purges, but still their mother was always trying to 
protect them. They play cards on the mat in her brother’s bedroom. Soon they 
hear their father fall heavily to the kitchen floorboards. 
Feeling unsteady, she lifts her right hand onto the bench by the sink and 
leans there for a moment. Words arrive: Raitas ja reilu ei horju ei heilu. It was a 
saying, she remembers, they had learned at school. Sober and decent does not 
swagger and sway. She sees walls of darkening pine, and hears a room full of 
children chanting the words over and over again. She does not understand why 
that other world, which she left behind so long ago, feels suddenly so close. 
She looks out of the window at the puddle in the backyard and begins 
to piece together what has happened. She had been trying to fix the water 
pump. After the spring rains they used the contraption to pump water out of 
the depression in their backyard and into the paddocks beyond. The paddocks 
were not being used—the housing developments had yet to reach there—and 
in any case the land was already flooded. The water beyond the wire fence is 
still and dark. 
Mustajärvi, she says into the empty kitchen. Her speech sounds all 
wrong. The left side of her mouth is numb. But she understands the word—
Black Lake—and sees the lake from her childhood again, mirroring the forest 
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and the sky. She and her brothers used to go there in the summer holidays, after 
they had finished their chores on the farm. They would walk for a half hour or 
so, following a narrow trail through the pine and fir trees, the path lush with 
grass and mosquitoes. The forest path would end at a low outcrop of granite, 
and there would be the jetty and the lake beyond, like a black hole in the centre 
of everything, drawing the world in. 
As a child she had never dared to swim, but she had, now and then, 
entered the water, clinging to the weathered timber of the jetty. The water was 
staggeringly cold, its taste like iron, yet on the skin it felt silken. Moss marbled 
the granite where they would leave their clothes and, afterwards, warm up in 
the sun. She sees her brothers’ white limbs flailing as they leap from the end of 
the jetty. Then their pale bodies, hovering above the black surface and reflected 
there for just a moment, are swallowed beneath again. 
She looks at her red gumboots on the kitchen tiles. Her jeans are soaking. 
She hobbles into the laundry, leans on the washing machine and pulls off her 
boots. Next she peels off her socks and pants. Her left arm is still hopeless, but 
she finally manages to pull her wet shirt over her head. She looks at the soiled 
cloth on the back of the garment and remembers the wet patch on her head. She 
lifts her right hand and feels where her brown hair—she has to dye the grey 
out of it nowadays—is clotted and soiled. It reminds her of blood. 
She thinks of her father, kicked in the head by the workhorse one spring, 
lying face down on the muddy earth with the blood matted on his head. Their 
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mother had sent them inside. She remembers Black Lake and Kalle. Only she 
and Risto had been present. That day there had been no turning away. 
Standing in her underwear in the laundry, she begins to shiver violently. 
She rubs her shirt on the muddy back of her head, before stuffing the garment 
in the machine. Then she limps down the hallway to her bedroom. She finds 
her fleecy nightgown in a bedside drawer, pulls it on awkwardly, and buries 
herself beneath the covers. Lying there, slowly beginning to find warmth, she 
looks at the clock on her bedside table. She has lost over an hour of her day, 
and there are jobs waiting in the sewing room. 
Sewing gives her no pleasure—she had learned it as a chore from her 
mother—but she has always been good enough at it to help her husband with 
their expenses. It had been a convenient job, too, when their daughter, now 
living in another country with her own family, was small. Lying in her bed, she 
becomes aware of the emptiness of the house around her, but she does not 
resent her daughter for leaving. She had done the same thing herself—and she 
does not regret it. Life had been better in Australia. Certainly, nothing had gone 
wrong. 
She feels herself sinking into the pillow. She remembers the sensation of 
the cold earth on the back of her head, the ducks quietly nearby, and closes her 
eyes.  
She sees her mother sitting in front of the wood stove, knitting under the 
naked light of the electric bulb. Her mother was always quietly making things: 
baking bread, salting pork, stewing berries, sewing. Her father is in the kitchen, 
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too, his head in his hands at the table. He has been drinking—there is a 
collection of dark bottles on the table—and he is talking about the war again. 
She and her brothers should have been in bed, but instead they are 
crouching in the hallway, just outside the door, listening. Their mother and 
father are reflected in the black square of the kitchen window. Their father’s 
speech is slurred, but they can hear what he is saying. He is telling the story 
again. They know how it goes. Their father had been dragging corpses out of 
the trenches, from amid the snow and the blasted earth, when he had turned 
over the body of a Russian soldier and looked into the face—caked in blood 
and soil—of a man who looked exactly like himself. 
Olen kuollut mies, their father says to the table on which he is leaning. I 
am a dead man. His head is unsteady as he looks up and tries to focus on his 
wife. Katso minua, he says more urgently. Look at me. He begins to cry. Olen 
kuollut mies.  
Their mother looks up at him and makes a hushing sound. She is smaller 
than her husband, and her face is leaner. Her brown hair is pulled back into a 
bun at the back of her head. Sinä herätät lapset, she says quietly. You’ll wake the 
children. 
She and her brothers creep back upstairs to the boys’ room. Kalle—he 
was fourteen then—sits on the end of his bed and mimics their father. Olen 
kuollut mies, he says, his head hanging in his hands. Then, pretending to swoon, 
Kalle falls from his bed. In her mind’s eye Kalle falls not onto the rag rug on the 
floorboards but into a mirror image of himself reflected in a lake of sheer black. 
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* 
That night she dreams vividly. It is spring, and her father is shaving outside, 
his mirror propped on the woodpile at the side of the house. She is watching 
him from behind a huddle of birch trees shimmering with green and sunlight. 
Her father has woken late. Her mother has already milked the cows and made 
a start on the week’s baking. Her father, she knows, is hung over. He has been 
drinking for days, but he has finished with it for now. Soon he will be out in 
the field with the horse and plough. She sees that her father’s hair is greying, 
and his Adam’s apple is big. He holds the razor to his throat, and the mirror 
glints in the sunshine as if it is signalling. Then her father is gone; only the 
mirror remains. 
Now she is walking in the forest to Mustajärvi with her brothers. The 
tall, dark-haired Kalle is leading the way. He is about to leave for military 
service, and he is quieter than usual. Risto, slightly smaller and fairer, only 
sixteen, is walking just behind. She, younger and smaller still, is following 
them. She is wearing a yellow smock, which her mother has just sewn from the 
worn fabric of one of her own dresses.  
The forest is shaded, and the tall grass along the path is shrouded with 
mosquitoes. There are swamps she knows they must avoid, where the earth is 
covered with a caul of black water. There are bears and wolves in the thickets 
and shadows, elk ready to appear in the glades and clearings. Sinä et 
mahdollisesti näe niitä mutta ne näkevät sinut, their father had always said before 
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they set off. You cannot see them, but they can see you. Not this time, though. Their 
father was gone.  
Then the forest opens up, and there is the lake. Her brothers race to strip 
off their clothes on the rocks, run down the jetty and jump in. She sees, for a 
moment, their pallid bodies reflected in the black surface. Then they break 
through the water and are gone. 
Kalle, she tries to yell out in warning, but it is as if her mouth is missing. 
She can say nothing. The world and everything in it dissolves into silence. 
Her husband is waking her, his hand on her shoulder. There is weak 
sunlight coming through the sheer curtains into the bedroom. It is late 
afternoon, almost evening. Aulis has returned from work. He is a large man, 
and the remaining hair on his head is sun-bleached and messy. 
Eeva, he says. Eeva. 
When she looks at him, he says, Voi helvetti. Bloody hell. He says it softly, 
without anger, as if he is confused. He straightens and moves back a little from 
the bed. She struggles to sit up from beneath the heavy quilt, her left arm and 
leg sluggish, and her head sore. 
The pump isn’t on, he says, still urgently watching her. 
On rikki, she says. It is broken. She barely recognises her own voice. The 
left side of her face and her mouth still feel wrong. She pushes off the quilt, 
positions her legs over the side of the bed and tries to stand up. It takes her two 
goes. Raitas ja reilu ei horju ei heilu. The words come to her again—sober and 
decent does not swagger and sway—though she does not speak them. 
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Have you been drinking? Aulis asks, even though he has never seen her 
drink anything other than Eucharist wine—and even that not since her 
mother’s funeral, before they left Finland. After they arrived in Melbourne she 
had never bothered with the church again, a place of gloom and grubby death. 
They had met a pastor at the migrant camp in Bonegilla. It was through him 
that Aulis had found work, but Aulis too had little time for religion. 
Migraine. She shapes the word carefully. He screws up his face, as if she 
has confessed something vaguely disgusting. They have been in Australia for 
forty years, but it is a word that he does not understand. It happens.  
Päänsärky, she says, the left side of her mouth slow and clumsy. 
Her husband looks intently at her once again, his face losing its frown, 
and then he turns and leaves the room. She waits for him to go before she makes 
her own way down the hallway and into the kitchen, still in her nightgown. 
She walks slowly, her left leg lazy, her left arm almost numb by her side. Half 
of her body seems to have given up. It is lucky, she thinks, that she has another 
half. 
Aulis is standing at the kitchen table, where he is unpacking his mud-
encrusted lunchbox. His pants and jumper are muddy, too. The building site 
would have been soaked after all the spring rain. At least he took his boots off 
before coming inside. The floor, though, has a trail of water and mud from her 
own carelessness. She stops, suddenly afraid, lifting her right hand to her 
throat. What have I done? She almost says it out loud. Then she hears her 
mother’s voice: hushed, almost a whisper. Puhuminen on hopeaa, vaikeneminen 
  
 
Page 13 
 
  
on kultaa. Speech is silver, silence is gold. She lowers her hand and makes her way 
to the laundry to fetch the mop. 
As she begins filling the mop bucket in the laundry trough, she thinks 
about when she met her husband. She was seventeen and had just finished 
school. Risto, who had been living in Helsinki since Kalle’s funeral, had 
returned home to the farm for the midsummer holiday, bringing Aulis. They 
had been working together with a construction company. Finland was still busy 
resurrecting itself a decade after the ravages of the war. 
Risto and Aulis, who must have been drinking on the train, were already 
a little drunk when they arrived. She found them smirking at each other on the 
front porch like boys. When they came in, Risto nodded to her and then avoided 
her eyes. He had not been able to look at her since the day at Black Lake. She 
did not want to look at him either. Every time she did she remembered carrying 
Kalle’s body back through the forest for what seemed like hours, their brother 
slung like a sack between them—or she remembered something even worse. 
Aulis, broad-faced and blond, was different to anyone she had ever met. 
She remembers how during dinner, a simple affair, Aulis had eaten noisily and 
then produced a bottle of Koskenkorva with a slow smile. She and her mother, 
who never touched alcohol, had washed the dishes and retired for the evening, 
but the two men had stayed up. She remembers how she had lain in her room 
upstairs, listening to the endless chirring of the nightjars and the raucous 
outbursts of the men in the kitchen below. Her father had always got drunk 
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alone, and neither Risto nor Kalle had been ones for loud talk. As children, her 
brothers had even learned to knit at her side with their mother, in the kitchen. 
At some stage she had fallen asleep and woken to silence. The midnight 
sun was glowering on the horizon, and mosquitoes bumped against her 
bedroom window like tiny ghosts. She got out of bed and crept down the 
wooden stairs to the kitchen. Risto was nowhere to be seen, but there was her 
future husband, slumped in a chair. An empty bottle of vodka stood on the 
table in front of him. His lower lip was protruding, and a line of lingonberry 
sauce ran down his chin. When she bent in front of him and gripped his 
shoulder, he opened his eyes and smiled widely. He reached up and stroked 
her hair. The sun, even though it could not have been more than four o’clock in 
the morning, was shining through the kitchen window onto him. His hair was 
golden. He looked, she thought, like a giant baby.  
When her mother died two months later, just after autumn had set in 
and the world had begun to return to the dark, she saw Aulis again at the 
funeral and agreed to marry him—if he took her away from there. 
The mop bucket in the laundry trough is full. She turns off the tap with 
her right hand and squirts in some lemon-scented detergent. Relying on the 
strength of her right arm, she manages to lift the bucket onto the tiles, only 
spilling a little of the soapy water. Then she begins to clean the laundry floor. 
When she moves into the kitchen, she mops around Aulis, who is sitting at the 
table, reading the newspaper and drinking from a can of beer. Her left hand, 
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resting on the mop handle, is mostly along for the ride. Her left leg, while slow, 
is good enough. 
After she puts away the cleaning things she makes herself a cup of 
instant coffee. She stirs the black liquid in the cup with her right hand, the 
spoon softly clinking. From the kitchen window she looks out to the yard again 
and squints. Her head still feels tender, and the slanting light of the late spring 
afternoon hurts her eyes. The ducks are floating in the puddle in their backyard 
again. The surface of the dark water is the colour of skin, reflecting the sky, 
which is already tinted with the evening. The ducks are perfectly silent. It is as 
if, she thinks, they are waiting for something. The pump, sitting at the edge of 
the scene, is silent, too. 
* 
That night she dreams vividly again. She is on the path that winds between the 
dark conifers and the pale trunks of birch. She follows her brothers: Kalle tall, 
Risto smaller. The mosquitoes swarm in living clouds as they brush through 
the grass. Then there is the granite clearing and the black lake spreading open 
at the heart of things. How she wishes that she could turn back; how she wishes 
that she could turn away from it all. 
Kalle challenges Risto to a race, giving him a gentle push with his 
shoulder as he does so. They run to the rocks, Risto falling behind. There they 
stop to strip off their clothes, then bolt down to the jetty. She hears their feet 
slapping the old wood. They leap, and she sees their reflections on the lake’s 
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black surface before they shatter their pallid images and plunge beneath. Only 
Risto resurfaces. He treads water and looks around. Kalle is gone. 
Then she is under a rowan tree, and suddenly Kalle is there again, 
muddy-faced, on the bank of the lake. There is the noise of screaming and a 
vast flock of birds darkens the sky. 
She wakes to a silence so complete that, for a moment, she thinks she 
might be buried. She looks urgently around her. The air above and around her 
is silted with darkness, but she recognises that she is in her bedroom. The left 
half of her body still feels numb, but she reaches out her right hand, and touches 
her husband’s arms and chest. He is lying next to her, sleeping soundlessly on 
his side. On his back he snores like a bear. She puts that summer out of her 
mind, as she has always done. 
It begins to rain. The clamour builds on the iron roof, and she remembers 
the autumn that her mother died. For days it had rained until the windowpanes 
were blurred, the farm was mud, and the fir trees at the border of the property 
looked water-logged. She had woken up one morning and known that 
something was wrong. The house was dark. There was only the sound of the 
rain falling heavily on the roof and on the wet earth outside, but it was not the 
silence that concerned her. She was accustomed to that. Her mother had 
become quieter with each death—first her husband’s, then her eldest son’s. 
After Risto had left for Helsinki, and her mother had sold most of the farm, it 
was not unusual for her mother to say next to nothing for days at a time. What 
  
 
Page 17 
 
  
had concerned her that morning, after a night of relentless rain, was how cold 
the house was. 
She had descended into an empty kitchen, the wood stove not yet on. 
When she walked down the hall she found her mother lying on the floorboards 
next to her bed. Her hair was a tangle of matted grey and her nightgown was 
twisted around her thighs. Her mother’s legs, she saw for the first time, were 
traced with large veins. There were new and old sores. Looking at the dead 
body, she realised that she did not know this woman at all. 
All of them—her father, Kalle, her mother—had been strangers to her in 
the end. She thinks of Risto, lying silent and alone, stiff as a mannequin when 
the police found him in the melting snow. 
She wakes to her husband’s hand on her shoulder again. He is shaking 
her, gently but insistently. Eeva, he says. It takes her a while to focus on his face. 
He waits for her to return his gaze before he stands back from the bed. She sees 
that he already has on his knee-high black gumboots and weatherproof jacket. 
Dawn light is filtering through the drawn curtains, and the rain has stopped. 
She has slept in. 
Aulis hesitates, still looking at her, and then leaves the room. She gets 
out of bed a little easier than the day before. She finds her dressing gown and 
slippers in the closet, and heads down the hallway towards the kitchen, her left 
leg a little numb but co-operating. She tries to curl the fingers on her left hand. 
In the kitchen she sees that her husband has already had breakfast. The 
bench is littered with toast crumbs, and the butter and ham have been left out. 
  
 
Page 18 
 
  
The newspaper is spread open on the kitchen table, and a cup of black coffee 
has been left there. The chair is pulled out. He has always been, she thinks, just 
like a child. 
She fills the kettle at the tap, still relying on her right hand, and sees 
through the window above the sink that Aulis is outside. With the sun rising 
on the other side of their house, the backyard is in cold shadow. Aulis circles 
around the puddle there, stops at the raised bed of his vegetable garden to pull 
out some weeds, and lumbers around the puddle towards the pump. He is 
getting old, she thinks, too old for the building industry. Soon it will be just the 
two of them here, day after day, with nothing between them but a daughter 
living somewhere else and a homeland they have agreed to forget—if that is 
what has happened. Their fate, she knows, could be worse. 
The puddle has grown after the night’s rain, and the pump is now sitting 
in the water. The neighbour’s white ducks have congregated there again. She 
counts nine of them, their white shapes mirrored on the mud-coloured water. 
They turn on the water silently as if moved about by invisible eddies. Her 
husband drags the pump out of the puddle, sending ripples through the water 
and momentarily disturbing the reflections of the ducks. The birds let out some 
noise but are otherwise unperturbed. They could almost be mechanical. 
She begins to make her husband’s lunch, holding down some bread with 
the weight of her left hand and using her right to butter it. Soon she hears the 
pump’s engine start rattling. She looks out of the window again. At the far edge 
of the puddle she can see the pump vibrating. The day, too, is beginning to firm. 
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The sun, rising on the other side of the house, has lit up part of their backyard 
and the paddocks beyond. The expanse of water there is glowing. 
She switches on the kettle and watches as Aulis heads back towards the 
house. Suddenly he lurches sideways into the puddle, making an ugly noise 
and flapping his arms. His boots splash clumsily in the water. The ducks panic, 
some scattering into the neighbour’s yard, others scuttling into the deeper 
water in the back paddocks. At the same time the kettle begins to boil, and she 
is overcome by a sharp pain in her skull, as if her head has been plunged into 
snow. Closing her eyes, she sees a flock of migrating cranes shrieking across 
the sky with a sound that reminds her of a steelworks. The birds had flown 
over the black lake in their hundreds on the day that Kalle died. 
Kalle, she blurts into the empty kitchen. She opens her eyes, surprised by 
her voice, which sounds foreign and slow. She hears the back door slam shut 
and turns from the window to see her husband tramp into the kitchen with his 
wet boots still on. Aulis picks up his unfinished cup of coffee from the table. 
Kirotut ankat, he says. Bloody ducks. Then he tells her what to do if the 
pump breaks down again. It is perfectly simple to fix. 
She puts the sandwiches she has just made into his lunchbox and begins 
preparing his thermos. When she tries to screw the lid on with her right hand, 
steadying the thermos with her left, the container tips onto its side. Hot coffee 
slides over the bench. She pulls back from the bench, cradling her useless hand. 
Feeling breathless and desperate, she looks at Aulis. He is looking at her, 
squinting slightly. She wonders, not for the first time, what her husband knows. 
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He had worked with Risto for years in Helsinki. He and Risto had met straight 
after Kalle’s funeral. 
Kertoiko Risto ikinä sinulle Mustajärvestä? she asks, her words coming 
slurred. Did Risto ever tell you about Mustajärvi? 
Aulis holds her gaze. His hair is almost white, and there are deep lines 
in the tanned skin of his face. He reaches over the kitchen bench and picks up 
the lunchbox, shaking it to shed the coffee that has collected around its base 
and sides. He leaves the thermos lying in the pool of dark water on the table. 
Ei, he says quietly. No. He turns and leaves. 
* 
She is at Mustajärvi. She is standing on the outcrop of granite, next to her 
brothers’ hastily discarded clothes. The sun is warm on her head and bare arms. 
Risto and Kalle are leaping into the lake. She sees their white reflections on the 
black water, and then their bodies disappear, sucked below. For a few moments 
she is there alone, looking out at the lake’s image of the encircling forest and 
the hard sky. The lake is vast. There is not a sound. She might not even be there. 
Then Risto resurfaces in the water beyond the end of the jetty, inhaling 
and exhaling heavily from the cold. He looks, she thinks, so pale and small, the 
dark lake and its reflected world stretching out around him. Time passes, but 
there is only Risto, treading water, breathing laboriously, and the expanse of 
the black lake. 
Risto begins to look around. His head turns with increasing urgency. She 
walks, then jogs, down to the jetty, a low structure that juts out from the shore 
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by three metres, no more. Risto, the silken water rippling around him, looks up 
at her. There is panic on his face. He takes a loud breath and dives beneath the 
water. He resurfaces, breathing noisily. Then he dives below again, his legs 
kicking at the surface before he disappears. He comes up again, breathing 
frantically and searching the water’s surface. She is pacing the weathered 
boards of the jetty, peering into the water for Kalle’s body, his whiteness. Her 
heart is beating violently, and she knows that she is no longer breathing 
properly. Against the reflection of the tall firs and the glassy sky, she sees only 
herself—her pale face, her yellow dress—the water murky with stirred-up 
sediment. 
Then Risto resurfaces with an awful cry. He is holding onto Kalle’s arm. 
He begins tugging it through the water towards the jetty. She can see the back 
of Kalle’s head and shoulders floating, like pale and bloated fish, just beneath 
the surface. 
  She falls to her knees on the jetty and grabs the arm that Risto is holding 
out to her. It is strangely soft and slippery, and she is surprised by the weight 
of her brother’s body. It is as if something is dragging him down below. She 
lies down and grasps Kalle’s wrist with two hands. Risto manoeuvres himself 
in the dark water around his brother, and finds Kalle’s other arm. He begins to 
swim, a sidestroke alongside the jetty opposite her, pulling Kalle towards the 
shore. She gets to her feet and, crouching on the boards, hauls Kalle’s body 
through the water with him. 
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When they get to the steep incline to the shore, they pull their brother’s 
body up onto the grassy bank, leaving a trail of flattened and slimy weeds. Risto 
turns Kalle over in the dry grass and twigs beneath the branches of a rowan 
tree. Kalle’s face is swollen, the skin smudged with silt, and his body is littered 
with grass and sticks. His eyes, she sees, are open. Suddenly brown water spills 
from his mouth, and he starts coughing. 
She reverses into a branch of the rowan tree, its twigs pushing hard 
against the back of her head. Risto stays on his knees at his brother’s side, his 
hands on his hips, gasping for breath, his rib-cage rising and falling. He is 
covered in goose bumps. Kalle, turning his head from her to Risto and then to 
her again, looks at them with something like horror. It is as if they have done 
something wrong. She is just beginning to realise that the black water has 
turned him into someone unknown, when he sits up and lunges towards the 
lake. 
Risto, reacting quickly, grabs his brother’s leg. Kalle falls, his chin and 
chest hitting the soft earth, but he tries to scramble away. Risto, on his stomach 
now, does not let go. Kalle’s fingers are clawing the flattened grass to the mud 
beneath. His fingers are only inches from the black water sucking around the 
long weeds on the shore. At first she does not understand what is happening. 
Then she finally realises. Kalle wants to go back in. 
She pushes herself further back into the branches of the rowan tree, its 
twigs pressing painfully into her head and shoulders. Risto is holding onto 
Kalle’s ankle with both hands, his face white and full of fear. Kalle, though, is 
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so much bigger. The thought crosses her mind: perhaps there is nothing they 
can do. 
There is a rock on the ground in front of her. She crouches down and 
picks it up, and then she moves and brings it down onto the back of Kalle’s 
head. Cranes—hundreds of them, perhaps even a thousand—begin passing 
overhead, making their way over the dark forest and across the vast mirror of 
the lake. The noise, so sudden, overcomes everything. It sounds as if they are 
screaming. 
* 
Kalle had slipped on the granite when he came back onto the shore after a 
swim. That was what Risto had told their mother in the kitchen. She remembers 
emerging from the forest with Risto, Kalle’s heavy body slumped between 
them, her legs shaking, and her arms and shoulders aching from the weight of 
him. Smoke was rising from the chimney of the two-storey wooden house 
bunkered among the tall grass and birch trees. That night, as she had lain in 
bed, the summer sun had burned outside her window as if it was the end of the 
world. 
Standing before the mess on her kitchen table, she finds herself feeling 
immensely tired. She would like nothing more than to return to bed. Aulis had 
driven off in his mud-spattered ute; there would be no shame in crawling back 
under the quilt. Instead, she starts to tidy things. She moves briskly, relying on 
her right hand. She mops the coffee spilled on the bench with the dishcloth, 
then picks up the prone thermos and lid, piling them into the sink with the 
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other dishes. As she works she finds her mother’s words sounding 
rhythmically in her head: Puhuminen on hopeaa, vaikeneminen on kultaa.  
She realises that there is too much silence. The morning sky has become 
overcast, and the puddle of water in their backyard is dark and still. The white 
ducks are drifting there again, mounted on top of their reflections, as if nothing 
has happened. The clouds are reflected there, too. The pump, she realises, has 
stopped working. She feels suddenly tense, her mouth dry and her throat tight, 
but she knows what she has to do. 
She shuffles into the laundry. Her red gumboots are still lying on the 
floor, next to the mop bucket. She will, she thinks, have to drain the bucket and 
put it away when she gets back. There was the mop to take care of, too. She 
leans on the washing machine, kicks off her slippers and, relying on her right 
hand, pulls on the boots. Then she lets her nightgown and dressing gown drop 
down over them. She pushes open the screen door and lets it slam closed 
behind her. 
The air outside is surprisingly warm, and she recalls that it is spring. In 
Finland the melting snow would have turned everything to mud, and in places 
the air would be thick with the odour of things dead and buried for the long 
months of winter. She remembers that the police dogs had found Risto’s corpse. 
She pushes the thought from her mind. 
She follows her husband’s trail of flattened, soggy grass around the 
puddle. The ducks, drifting on the water, begin opening their orange beaks and 
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softly squawking. It is as if they are greeting her. She would, if she was up to 
it, scare off the birds like Aulis had. 
She stops as she reaches the pump at the puddle’s edge and glimpses 
her reflection in the dark water: her unbrushed hair, her white sleepwear. Then 
she is leaning over the water, almost as if she has a nose bleed, and she sees that 
it is a stranger there in the mirrored surface, her pale face muddied, her body 
bound in white sheeting. The ducks flap gently and make way for her. 
 
